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and I am still wondering how much he would have offered us in his desire for peace!
I have long looked on literature as a contagious disease, at least so far as intention goes. Its latest victim here is little Austin, who was in bed with a chill one day, and passed his time in writing a story. In the evening he read us several chapters, which of course were greatly cribbed from his favourite books, Tom Sawyer in particular; but it was wonderful how it was put together, and amusing to hear him frankly explain where the different * bits' came from. One of his heroes he described as 'handsome, but mean-looking,1 and when we demurred, he announced triumphantly, ' Oh, but he z>, just look at him and see!' It was intended for a 'portrait from life/ and as you can imagine, the original felt duly flattered. . . .
December 22.
IN spite of the weather, which was threatening and showery, I got down to Apia last Sunday and went to church with Lou, who was staying at the ' town house' for a couple of days' change and rest. Then I hurried back, to make the most of his absence, and finish the books. Mary and I have been at work from morning till night, and I have put everything else aside, so as to get through by Christmas Day. Then I shall be glad of a rest! And then, too, I shall have time to write, which just now I have not.